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MONDAY. 



RoxaSAi or> the Dranvifig-i^L^m* 



in ox ANA from the Court retiring late, 

Sigh'd her foft forrows at St. Jameses gate; 
Such heavy thoughts lay brooding in her brcaft, 
Not her own chairmen with more weight opprefs'd ;. 

• They 



♦ Of thefe fix Eclogues, four only were written by 
Lady Mary Wortley Montague. Thurfday the Bas- 
SETT£ Table, and Friday the Toilette, being the. 
Produaions of Mr. Pope aad Mr. Gay,. 
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They groan the cruel load they're doomM 
She in thefe gentle founds exprefs'd her cai 



« Was it for this, that I thefe rofes wea 
** For this new-fet the jewels for my hair I 
" Ah ! princefs ! with what zeal have I pui 
" Almoft forgot the duty of a prude. 
" Thinking I never could attend too foon, 
** I've mifs'd my prayers, to get me drefs'd 
" For thee, ah I what for thee did I refigi 
•* My pleafures, pafllons, all that e'er waj 
•* I facrific'd both modefty and cafe, 
** Left operas, and went to filthy plays 5 
** Double entendres'fliock'd ray tender ear, 
** Yet even this for thee I chofe to bear. 
" In glowing youth, when nature bids be | 
" And every joy of life before me lay, 
<^ By honour prompted, and by pride redr 
^'■Thc pleafures of the young ray foul difd^ 



POEMS. II 

[ " Sermons I foughti and with a mien fevcre 
" Ccnfur'd my neighbours, and faid daily pray*r. 

" Alasi how changM!— with the fame fermon-mien 

" That once I pray'd, the mat d'ye-caWt * I've fccn. 

*' Ah 1 cruel princefs, for thy fake Pve loft 
■ " That reputation which fo dear had coft : 

"I, who avoided every publick place, 

" When bloom and beauty bade me fiiow my face ; 

" Now near thee conftant every night abide 

^* With never -failing duty by thy fide, 

" Myfelf and daughters (landing on a row, 
' " To all the foreigners a goodly (how ! 
. " Oft had your drawing-room been fadly thin, 
I /* And merchants' wives clofc by the chair been feen; 
': •* Had not I amply fill'd the empty fpace, 
' " And fav*d your highnefs from. the dire difgrace. 

** Yet 



• A Farce, by Mr. Gay. 
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** Yet C9quetiila*% artifice prevails, 
<* When all my merit and my duty fails : 
*• That Coquetilla^ whofe deluding airs 
** Corrupts our virgins, and our youth enfiiares ; 
** So funk her charaftcr, fo loft her fame, 
^* Scarce vifited before youV highnefs c inie : 
** Yet for the bed chamber 'tis her you clu.fc, 
** When Zeal and Fame and Virtue you rcrufc. 
•* Ah ! worthy choice ! not one ^X all youi irain 
** Whom cenfure blafts not, and diilionours (lain* 
"** Let the nice hind now fuckle diity pigs, 
" And the proud pea-hen hatch thecnckno's eggsi 
^ Let Iris leave her paint and own her age, 
<* And grave Suffolka wed a giddy page ! 
** A greater miracle is d^ily viewed, 
^* A virtuous priiicefs with a coin t fo lewd. 

** I know thee, Court ! with all thy treach'rou 
** wiles, 
*^ Thy falfc careiTes and undoing fmiles 1 

« Ah 
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•* Ah! princefs, learn'd in all the courtly arts 
** To cheat our hopes, and yet to gain ouf hearts ! 

** Large lovely bribes are the great ftatefman's aim; 
** And the neglefled patriot follows fame. 
** The Prince is ogled; forae the king purfue ; 
**' But your Roxana only follows Ton. 
•* Defpis'd Roxanay ceafe, and try to find 
" Some other, fince'the princefs proves unkind i, 
" Perhaps it is not hard to find at court, 
'* If not a greater, a more firm fuppcrt." 



B TUESDAY. 
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St^ J A M jE s's Coffce-Houfe. 
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TUESDAY* 

St. J A M E s's CofTcc-Houfc. 
Si LLiANDE R and Patch. • 

T^HOU, who fo many favours had rcceiv'J, 

Wond'rous to tell, and hard to be bcliev'd. 

Oh ! H d, to my lays attention lend, 

'Hear how two lovers boaftingiy contend : 
Like thee fuccefsful, fuch their bloomy youth, 
Renown'd alike for gallantry and truth. 

St, yaTJfcs^s bell had toUM feme wretches in, 
(As tatter'd riding-hoods alone coulu fi^)) 
The happier Tinners now their charms put our, 
Aad to their manteaus their complexion fuic ; 
The opera queens had finiOi'd half their faces, 
And city dames already tak^n places ; 

B 3 r(.ps 
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Fops cf all kinds, tp fee the Lion, run ; 
The beauties ftay till the firft a(5l's begun. 
And beaux ftep home to put freih linen on* 
No well-drefsM youth in cofFee houfe remained. 
Bat penfive Patchy who on the window lean'd ; 
And Silliander^ that alert and gay, 
Firft pick'd his teeth> and then began to fay. 

SlLLIANDEH* 

Why all thefe fighs ; ah ! why fo penfive grown? . 
Some caufe there is why thus you fie alone. 
Does haplefs paillon all this forrow move I 
Or doft thou envy where the ladies love ? 

Patch. 

If, whom they love, my envy muft purfue, 
'Tis true, at leaft, I never envy you. 

'SiLLIANDER. 

No, Vm unhappy — you are in the right — 
*Tis you they favour, and 'tis me they flight. 

' Yet 



POEMS. 19 

Yet I could tell, but that I hate to boaft, 
A club of ladies where 'tis me they toad. 

Patch. 

Toafting does feldom any favour prove; 
Like us, they never toad the thing they love.. 
A c.ertain duke one night my health begun; 
With chearful pledges round the room it run, 
*Till the young Silvit^i prefs'd to drink it too, 
Started and vow'd (he knew not what to do : 
What, diinka fellow's health I fiie Jy'd with fliame : 
Yet blufh' J whenever Ihe pronounc'd my name. 

SiLLlANDER. 

Ill fates purfue me, may I never find " 
The dice propitious, or the ladies kind. 
If fair Mifs Flippy'^ fau I did not tear, 
And one from me (he condeiccnds to wear. " 

Fat c H. 



so 
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Pat c h. 

Women are always ready to receive ; 
*Tis then a favour when the fex will give, 
A lad', (but (he is too great to name) 
Beauteous in perfon, fpotlefs in her fame, 
With gentle (Irugglings let me force this ring ; 
Another day may give another thing, 

SlLLIANDE^. 

I could fay foraething— fee this billet-doux 

And as for prefents — lo»k upon my (hoe 

Thefe buckles were not forcM, nor half a theft, 
But a young countefs fondly ma'de the gift. 

P A T C H. 

My countefs Is more nice'i more artful too, 
A£Fe(fls to Hy, that I may fierce purfue : 
This fnuff.box which I begg'd, (he aill deny'd, 
And when I drove to fnatch it, fcem'd to hide ; 



She 
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She laugh'd and fledi and as I fought to felzc. 
With affe^atlon cram^d it down her (lays | 
Yet hop'd (he did not place it there unfeent 
I prefs'd her breails, and puIPd it from between* 

SlLLIANDfiR* 

Laft night, as I flood ogling of her grace^ 
Drinking delicious poifon from her face, 
The foft enchantrefs did that face decline, 
Norever raised her eyes to meet with mine ; 
With fudden art fome fecret did pretend, 
Lean*d crofs two chairs to whifper to a friend. 
While the ftiflF whalebone with the motion rofe. 
And thoufand beauties to my fight expofe. 

P A T C H« 

Early this morn — Tbut I was alk'd to come) 
I drank»bohea in Ce/iah dr effing- room : 
Wlirm from her bed, to me alone within, 
Her night-gown faften*d with a fingle pin 5 

Her 
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Her Bighf-cloaths tumbled with refiftlefs grace, 
And her bright hair play'd carelefs round her face y 
Reaching the kettle made her gown unpin, 
She wore no waiftcoati and her fhlft was thin. - ' 



SlLLIANDER« ' 

See Tit tana driving to the park ! . 
Hark ! let us follow, 'tis not yet too dark : 
In her all beauties of the fpring are feen, 
Her cheeks are rofy, and her mantle green. 

Patch. 

See Tintoretta to the opera goes ! 
Hade, or the crowd will not permit our bows ; 
In her the glory of the heav'ns we view, 
Her eyes are ftar like, and her mantle blue, 

SiLLlANDER. 

What colour does in Celiah {lockings fiiine ? 
Reveal that fecret, and the prize is thine. 

Patch* 
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Patch. 

What are her garters ? tell me if you can ; 
I'll freely own thee far the happier man. 

Thus Patch continued his heroic ftraini 
While Silliand^ but contends in vainy 
After a conqueft fo important gain'd^ 
UnrivaPd Patch in every ruelle reignM. 



WEDNESDAY. 



^ ^ D N E s D A r. 



"^''^ Tetc a Tete. 



•X 



f^ 






WEDNESDAY. 
The Tctc a Tcte. 

Dancihda. 

•< TWTO» fair Bancinda^ no ; you ftrive in vain 
** ' To calm my care, and mitigate my pain ; 
** If all my fighs, my cares, can fail to move, 
«* Ah ! foothe me not with fruitlefs vows of love.'* 
Thus Strefhen^^okt* Dancinda thus reply 'cl : 
What muft I do to gratify your pride ? 
Too well you know (ungrateful as thou art) 
How much you triumph in this tender heart : 
What proof of love remains for me to grant ? 
Yet ftill you teaze me with foroe new complaint. 
Dh ! would to heaven I — but the fond wi(h is vain— •• 
Too many favours had not made it plain 1 

C 2 But 
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But fuch a paffion breaks through all difguife, ' 

Love reddens on my check, and wifhes in my cycit 

Ii't not enough (inhuman and unkind I) 

I own the fccret conflift of my mind j 

You cannot know what fecrct pain I provci 

When I with burning blufhes own I love. 

You fee my artlefs joy at your approach, 

I figh, I faint, I tremble at your touch ; 

And in your abfcnce all the world 1 fhun ; 

I hate' mankind, and curfe the chearing fun. 

Still 3s I fly, teathoufand fwainspurfue ; 

Ten thousand fwalas I (aerifice to you. 

I (hew you all my heart without difguife : 

But thefe are tender proofs that you defpife— — — 

I fee too well what wifhes you purfue ; 

You would not only conquer, but undo: 

Y«u, cruel vifloLT, weary of yaur flame, 

Would feek a cure in my eternal fhame ; 

And not content my honour to fubdue. 

Now flrive to triumph o'er my virtue too. 

Oh 
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Oh ! Lfivef a God indeed to womankindf 

Whofe arrows burn me, and whofe fetters bind> 

Avenge thy altars, vindicate thy fame, 

And blaft thefe traitors that profane thy name \ 

Who by pretending to thy facred fire> 

Raife curfed trophies to impure defire* 

Have you forgot with what enfnaring art 
You fird feduc'd this fond uncautious heart? 
Then as I fled, did you not kneeling cry, 
«• Turn, cruel beauty ; whither would you fly ? 
«« Why all thefe doubts I why this diftruftful fear ? 
** No impious wifhes (hall offend your ear : 
•* Nor ever ihall my boldeft hopes pretend 
«* Above the title of a tender friend ; 
*• Bleft, if my lovely godvicfs will permit 
•* My humble vows thus fighingat her feet. 
«* The tyrant love that in my bofom reigns, 
** The god himl<:lf fubmits to wear your chains: 

C I " you 
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" You ihall direft his courfe, his ardor tame, 
** And check the fury of his wildeft flame.*' 

UnpraAic'd youth is cafily decciv'd ; 
Sooth'd by fuch founds, I liften'd and beliey'd : 
Now, quite forgot that foft fubmiflSve fear, 
You dare to aCk what I mull bluih to hear. 

Could I forget the honour of my race. 
And meet your wifhes, fearlefs of difgrace ; 
Could paflion o'er my tender youth prevail. 
And all my mother's pious maxims fail ; 
. Yet to preferve your heart (which ftill muft be, 
Falfe as it is, for ever dear to me) 
This fatal proof of love I would not give. 
Which you'd contemn the moment you receive. 
The wretched fhe, who yields to guilty joys, 
A man may pity, but he muft defpife. 
Your ardour ceas'd, I then (hould fee you (hun 
The wretched vii^im \?y your arts undone. 



Yft 
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Yet if I could that cold indiflFirence bear, 
What more would ftrike me with the lad dcfpair. 
With this reBedion woiild my foul be torn. 
To know I merited your cruel fcorn. 

Has love no pleafures free from guilt or fear ? 
Pleafures lefs fierce, more lafting, more finccre i 
Thus let us gently kifs and fondly gaze, 
LiOTe is a child, and like a child it plays.. 

O Stfephon^ if you would continue juft. 
If love be fomethjng more than brutal lud, 
Forbear to aik what I mud iiill deny^ 
This bitter pleafurc, this deftrudive joy, 
So clofely fallowed by the difmal train- 
Of cutting ihame, and guilt's heart- piercing pain» 

She paused ; and fix'd her eyes upon her fan \ 
He took a pinch of fnu£F, and thus began ; 
Madam, if love — but he could, lay no more, 
For Madcmoifcllc came rapping at the dodt. 

The* 
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The d^ngeroiit moments no adieus afl -^? ; 

— Bw»gone, flic cries, I'm Aire I hear my lord». 

The lover ftnrts from his nnfinifli'd loves, 

To fnatch his hat, and feek his fcattcr^d glov€s:- 

The fis^hing dame to meet her dear prepares, 

While Strepbon curfing flips down the back* Hairs. 



THURSDAY. 
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The Baisette-Table. 
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THURSDAY. 

The Bassette-Table*, 

S M I L I N D A and C A R D E L I A. 
C A RD E L lA. 

•THHE Bajfette^tahle fprcad, the Tallier CGme ; 
Why ftays Smillnda in her dreffing-room \ 

Rife, 



* Only this, of all the Town Eclogues, was Mr. 
Pope's, and is here printed from a Copy corredled 
by hrs own hand. The humour of it lies in this 
happy circumftance, that the one is in love with the 
Game, and the other with the Sharper. 
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llife, pcnfive nymph ! the taiiicr waits for you : ^ 

S M I Li I N D A. 



Ah ! madam, fmcc my S/Mrf>fr is untrufi 
I joylefs make my once atlor'J al/thu. 
I faw him (land behind Ojfil-cliu^' chair, 
And whifper with thu: fofr deluding air, 



}> 



And thofe f.IgnM fighs, which cheat the liil'nln^ ^ 



fair. 



C A R D E L I A. 

Is this the caufcof your romantic ftrains ? 
A mightier grief my heavier heart fuftains. 
A» you by Lpve, fo I by Fortune crofs'd ; 
One, one bad deal three feptlffva^s have loll. 

S M I L I V D A. 



Is that the grief which you compare with mine ? 
"With cafe the fmiles of Fortune I rcfign : 

Would ^ 
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Would all my gold ia one bad deal were gone ; 
Were lovely Sharper mine, and mine alone. 

C A R D E L I A. 

A lover loft is but sucommon care ; 
And prudent nymphs againft that change prepare. 
The knave of clubs thrice loft : oh ! who could guefs 
This fatal ftroke ! this unforefeen diftrefs I 

S M I L I N D A. 

See ! Betty Loveit very a pr$post 
She all the care of love and play does kno^' \ 
Dear Betty (hall th* important point decide ; 
Bettyt whot)ft the pain of each has try'd ; 
Impartial, (he (hall fay who fufFers moft,' 
By cards* ill ufage^ or by lovers loji. 

Loveit. 

Tell, tell your griefs ; attentive will I ftay, 
Though time is precious, and 1 want fome tea. 

D Cardelia. 
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C A R D E L I A. 

BehoW this equipage^ by Mathers wrought. 
With fifty guineas (a great pen'orth !) bought. 
See oa the tooth -pick, Mars and Cupid ftrive ; 
And both the ftruggling figures fecin alive. - 
Upon the bottom (hines the queen's bright face ; 
A myrtle foliage round the thimble cafe. 
Jove.^ y<^i/<rhimfelf, does on the fciflars fhine j 
The metal, and the workmanlhip divine ! 

S M I LINDA. 



This /^luf' box, once the pledge of Sharper's love^ 
'Wh€n rival beauties for the prefent ftro\je ; 
At CorficeI/i*s he the raffle won ; 
Then firll his pafllon was in public fhown : 
Hazardia blufli*d, and turn'd her head afide, 
A rival's envy (all in vain) to hide. 
This frtuf'iox — on the hinge fee brilliants fliine : 
TifLisfmif'hxjwili I flake j the prize is mine. 

Cardelia. 
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C A R.DE L I A. 

Alas ! far leffer lofles thaa I bear, 
Have made a foldier figh, a lover fwear. 
And oh ! what makes the difappointment hard^ 
*Twas my own lord that drew the fatal card^ 
In 'complaifancc, I took the queen he gave ; 
Though my own fecret wi(h was for the knave. 
The knave won Sonic a ^)\\c\i 1 bad chofe ; 
And the ntxt fuU tnj /eft/eva I lofe. 

S M I L I N D A. 

But ah ! what aggravates the killing fmarty' 
The cruel thought that ftabs me to the heart ; 
This cursM Omhrelia, this undoing fair, 
By whofe vile arts this heavy grief I bear ; 
She, at whofe name I Ihed thefe fpiteful tears,. 
She owes to me the very charms (he wears 2 
An aukward thing when firft (he came to town ; 
Her fliape unfaftiion'd, and her face unknown : 

D 2 ' She 
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She was my friend, I taught her firft to fpread 
Upon her fallow cheeks enlivening red. 
I introduced her to the Park and plajri i 
And by my ini'refl; C^fins made her ftayt. 
Ungrateful wretch ! with mimic airs grown pert. 
She dares X.% Real my favourite lover's heart. 

C A R D E L I A. 

Wretch that I was ! how often hare I fwore^ 
When Wirmall tallied, I would funt no more ? 
I know the bite, yet to my ruin run; 
And fee the folly, which I cannot (hun. . 

Sm I L I N DA« 

How many maids have Sharper^i vows deceived ? 
How many cursM the moment they believed ? 
Yet his known falfhoods could no warning prove : 
Ah ! what is warning to a maid in love ? 

C ARDE LI A. 
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C A R D 1 1 1 A. 

Btit of what marble mud that breaft be formM» 
To gaze on B^Jfette, and remain unwarm'd \ 
When kings % queens ^ knaves ^ are fet in decex^^ rank ;, 
EzpotM in glorious heaps the tempting bank. 
Guineas, half-guineasi all the fhining train ; 
The winner's pleafure and the lofer*s gain ; 
In bright confufion open rouleaus liei 
They (Irike the foul^ and glitter in the eye» 
FirM by the fighti all reafon I difdain ; 
My pai&ons rife, and will not bear the rein^ 
Look on Bajfettef you who reafon boaft ; 
And fee if reafon muft not there be loft. 

S M I L I N O A* 

What more than marble muft that heart compofcf 
Can hearken coldly to my Sharper^ vows ? 
Then when he trembles, when his blufbes rife, 
When aweful lore feems melting, in nis eyes ; 

Da With 
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WiLh eager beats Ins Mechlin cravat moves : 
Be lovesi I whifper to myfelf^ ke loves! 
Such unfeign*d paffioji in his looks appears; 
I lofe all mem'ry of my former fears : 
My panting heart confefTes all his charms, 
I yield at once, and fmk into his arms : 
Think of that moment, you who prudence boaft ; 
For fuch a n^oraent, prudence well were loft. 

C A R. D £ L I A. 

At t\it groom-portersi batter'd bullies play. 
Some dukes 2X Marybonc bowl time away- 
But who the bowl, or rattling dice compares 
To Bajfette^s heavenly joys, and pleafmg cares ? 

S M I X. 1 N D A. 

Soft Simplicetta doats upon a beau ; 
Prudhia likes a man,*and laughs at Ihow. 
Their fcveral graces in my Sharper meet ; 
Sirong as the footman, as the mafter fvveet. 

L V E I 
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L O V B I T* 

Ceafe your contention, which has been too long ; 
I grow impatient, and the tea's too ftrong. 
Attend, and yield to what T now decide ; 
The equipage Ihall grace SmilinJa]^ (iJe : 
The fnufF-box to Cardelia I decree,. 
Now leave complaining, and begin your tea^ 



F R I D A Y. 



.fjfe *1 
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The Toilette. 
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FRIDAY. 

The Toilette* 

L Y D I A. 

"TVTOW twenty fpringshad cloath'd the park with 

green, 
Since Lydia knew the blofToms of fifteen ; 
Ko lovers now her morning hours imoleft j 
And catch her at her toilette half undreft. 
The thund'ring knocker wakes the llreet.jno more, 
Nor chairs, nor coaches croud thefilent door ; 
Nor at the window all her mornings pafs, 
Or at the dumb devotion of her glafs : 
ReclinM upon her arm (he penfive fate, 
And curs'd th* inconftancy of man too late. 

** Oh youth ! O fpring of life for ever loft ! 
" No more my name (hall reign the fav'rite toaft : 

*< Oa 
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f« On glafs no more the dlatnond graves ray namei 
<* And lines mif-fpck record my lover's flame 2 
** Nor (hall fide boxes watch my wand'ring eycs^ 
** And, as they catch the glance, in rows arife 
" With humble bows ; nor white glov'd lieaus en* 

*< croach 
** In crouds behind, to guard me to my coach* 

<< What (hall I do to fpend the hateful day ? 
" At chapel fliall I wear the morn away? 
'* Who there appears at thefe immodifti hours, 
** But ancient cnatrous with their frizled tow'rs, 
** And grey religious maids-? my prefence there 
** Amidfl that fobcr tcain, would own defpair ; 
*' Nor am I yet fo old, nor is my glance 
** As yet fix'd whoUy on devotion's trance. 
•* Strait then Pll drefs, and take my wonted range 
•* Through India fiiops, to Motteux's, or the Change, 
** Where the tall jar crcdls its ftately pride, 
«* With antic Ihapes in China's azure dy'd ; 

"There 
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« There carclcft lies a rich brocade unroll' J, 

< Here (hines a cabinet with burni&'d gold. 

< Bat then, alas ! I muft be forc'd to pay, 

* And bring no penn'orths, not a fan away ! 

« How am I cursM, unhappy and forlorn ! 
" My lover's triumph, and my fez's fcorn I 
" Falfe is the pompous grief of yonthful heirs ; 
" Falfe are the loofe coquet's inveigling airs ; 
" Falfe is the crafty courtier's plighted word ; 
** Falfe are the dice when gamefters (lamp the board; 
•* Falfe is the fprightly widow's public tear ; 
'< Yet thefe to Dampn's oaths are all (incere. 

" For what young flirt, bafe man, am I abus'd ? 
** To pieafe your wife am I Unkindly us'd ? 
** Tis true her face may boaft the peach's bloom ; 
" But docs her nearer whifper breathe perfume I 
«* I own her taper fliape is form'd to plcafc ; 
<< But don't you fee ker uncongn'd by flays i 

E She 
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** She doubly to fifteen may claim-pretence ; 

** Alike we read it in her face and fenfe. 

** Infipid, fervile thing ! whom I difdain ! 

** Her phlegm can beft fupport the marriage chain. 

*< Damon is pradlis*d in the modiHi life ; 

** Can hate, and yet be civil to his wife ; 

** He games, he drinks, he fwears, he fights, he roves; 

** Yet C/cfc can believe he fondly loves. 

*' Miftrefs and wife by turns fupply his need ; 

** A mifs for pleafure, and a wife for brepd. 

<* Powder'd wrth diamonds, free from fpleen or 4:arc, 

** She can a fullen hufband's humour bear ; 

** Her credulous friendfliip, and her (lupid eafe, 

** Have often been my jeft in happier days ; 

** Now CU^ boalls and triumphs in my pains ; 

*< To her he's falrhful 5 'tis to me he feigns. 

** Am I that ftypid thing to bear nsglc^, 

•* And force a fmlle, not daring to fufped ? , • ' 

" No, perjur'd man ! a wife may be content, 

" But you fhall find a miftrefs can refent." 

Thus' 
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Thus Jove-fick Lydla rav'd ; her maid appears. 
And in her faithful hand the band-box bears ^ 
(The Ceftos that rcformM inconftant Jove 
Not better fill'd with what allur'd to love) 
•* How well this ribband's glofs becomes your face! 
She cries in rapture ; *' then, fo fsvcet a lace ! 

How charmingly you look ! fo bright ! fo fair y 
** 'Tis to your eyes the head-drefs owes its air !*' 
Strait Lydia fmil'd ; the comb adjufts her locks y 
And at the Play-houfe, Harry keeps her box. 
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SATURDAY. 

The Small- Pox. 

F L A V I A. 

^ ■"'HE wretched Flavia on her couch rcclin'd, 

Thus breath'd the anguifh of a wounded 
mind^ 
A glafe reversed in her right hand (he bore, 
For now Ihe fliun'd the face (he fought before. 

" How am I chang'd ! alas ! how am T grown 
** A frightful fpe<5tre, to myfelf unknown ! 
** Where's my complexion ? where ray radiant 

" bloom, 
" That promised happinefs for years to come ? 
** Then with what pleafurc I this face furvey'd I 
** To look once more, ray vifits oft dehyM ! 

** Charm'd 
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*' ChrtiTuM '.vi.li the view, a Utilur i cd w.nild ril 
** And a ne-.v life (l\ct fp.irkiing from my eyes ! 

«* Ah ! faithlefs glafs, my wonted bloom reftorc 
*< Alas ! I raTC, that bloom is now no more ! 
«* The greateil good the gods on men beftow, 
** Ev*n youth iifelf to me is ufclefs now. 
«* There was a time (oh I that I pould forget !) 
♦* When opera- tickets pourM before my feet; 
•* And at the ring, where brighteft beauties fhinej 
** The earlicft cherries of the fpring were mine. 
*' Witnefs, O Lilly ; and th<^u, Motteiix, tell, 
*< How much Japan thefe eyes have made ye fell.. 
** With what comtempt ye faw me oft defpifc 
** The humble oflFer of the raffled prize ; 
" For at the raffle ftill each prize I bore, 

V 

" With fcorn rejected, or with triumph wore ! 
•* Now beauty's fled, and prefents are no more! 

•* For me the Patriot has the houfe forfook, 
** And left debates to catch a pafluig look : 
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'' For me the foldier has foft verfes writ : 

*' For me the beau hai aimM to Be a wit. 

•• For me the Wit to nonfcnfc was betrayed ; 

<* The Gamefter has for me his dun dclay'd, 

<* And overfeen the card he would have play'd* 

** The bold and haughty by fuccefs made vain» 

'• Aw'd hy my eyes, have trembled to complain : ' 

** The bafhful 'Squire touch'd by a wi(h anknowa,. 

** Has dar'd to fpeak with fpirit not his own : 

'< Fir'd by one wifliy all did alike adbre ; 

** Now beauty's fledi and lovers are no more 1 

•' As round the room I turn my weeping eyes,. 
*' New unaffe^ed fcenes of forrow rife 
•' Far from my fight that killing pidure.bear, 
<< The face disfigure, and the canvafs tear : 
*< That piAure which with pride I us'd to (how,. 
^* The loft refemblance but upbraids me now. 
'•• And thou, my toilette ! where I oft have fate, 
-^" While hours unheeded pafs'd in deep debate, 

" How 
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** How curls fliould fall^ or where a patch to place; 

** If blue or fcarlet heft became my face : 

*' Now on fome happier nymph your aid beftow j 

** Oil fairer heads, yc ufelcfs jewels glow ! 

** No 'borrowed luftre can my charms reftore;. 

*' Beauty is fled> and drefs is now no more I. 

** Ye meaner beauties, I permit ye fhlne ; 
" Go^ triumph in the hearts that once were mine : 
** But *midft your triumphs wif hr confufion know, 
•' *Tis to my ruin all your' arms ye owe* 
** Would pitying heav'n reftore ray wonted roien^ 
** Ye ftill might move unthought of and uufeen :- 
*' But oh, how vain, how wretched is the boaft 
** Of beauty faded, and of empire loft ! 
" What now is left but weeping, to deplore. / 
" My beauty fled, and empire now no more ? 

*' Ye cruel chymlfts, what withheld your aidT 
** Could no pomatums fave a trembling maid ? 

««How 
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•* H*w falfe and trifling is that art ye boaft ! 
** No art can give me back ray beauty loft. 
** In tears furronnded by my friends I lay 
*« Mafk'd o'er, and trembled at the fight of day ; 
** MinniUU came my fortune to depIdV-c, 
«* (A golden-headed cane well carv'dhe bore) 
** Cordials, he cry'd, my fpirits muft rcftoreJ 
** Beauty is fled, and fpiritis no more I 

"** Galen^ the grave ; officious Squirt^ was there* 
** With fruitlefs grief and unavailing care : 
** Machaon too, the great Mnchaofh known 
** By his red cloak and his fiipcrior frov/n ; 
" And why, he cry'd, this grief auJ this defpair, 
** You fhall again be well, again be fair ; 
'* Believe my oath ; (with that an oath he fwore) 
** Falfe was his oath ; ray beauty was no more I 

" C^afe, haplefs maid, no more thy tale purfae. 
" Forfake mankind, and bid the world adieu! 

•* Monarchs 
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** Monarchs and beauties rule with equal fwaj ; 
" All drive to fcrvc, and glory to obey : 
<* Alike unpicied when depos'd they grow— » 
** Men mock the idol of their former vow. 

•* Adieu ! ye parks! — in feme obfcure recefs, 
"** Where gentle dreams will weep at my didrefsy 
'* Where no falle friend will in my' grief take part, 
*• And mourn my ruin with a joyful heart ; 
" There let me live in fome deferted place, 
" There hide in (hades this loft inj;lorious face. 
«' Plays, operas, circles, I no more muft view ! 
" My toilette, patches, all the world adieu !" 



VERSES. 
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AddrefTed to the 

IMITATOR 

Of the F I R S T SATIRE of the 
Second Book of HORACE. 



VERSES* 

Addrcffed to the 

IMITATOR 

Of the FIRST SATIRE of the 

Second Book of HORACE. 

TN two large columns on thy motly page 

Where Roman wit is ftripeM withEngli(h rage ;. 
Where ribaldry to fatire makes pretence ; 
And modern fcandal rolls with ancient fenfe : 

F 2 Whilft 

* Thefe fcvere Vcrfes owe iheir birth to two lines 
in the firft Satire cf the Second Book of Horace, 
imitated by Mr. Pope, which were fuppofed to point. 
at Lady Mary Wortlcy Montague, under the name- 
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Whilft on one Cidc we fee how Horace thought y 
And on the other how he never wrote t 

Who 

of Sappho.1 We find by the letters of Mr. Pope, vol. 
7. and thofe of Lady Mary Wortley Montague late- 
ly publiflied, that a friendly correfpondence once fub- 
fiftcd between thefe two Wits, which probably did 
not continue much later than her lady (hip's return 
into England in the year 1718. But the exadttime 
when the quarrel betv/een them ccmmenced, and 
the CircumUances relating to it, are not eafy, at this 
diftance of time, to difcovcr. It is faid in Mr. 
Pope's Life, (Biographia Britannica,vol. 5. p. 3413) 
that he was charged with propagating a fcandalpus 
report concerning her ladyfliip, which, it is added^ 
perhaps he was not quite clear of. The note to that 
life in which this charge on the poet is to be founds 
has the name of Dr. Warburton annexed to it, and 
thcfrefore, on his authority, may well be fuppofed not 
without foundation. If a conjedlure may be allowed^ 
it is not improbable that this was the occafion of 
their difference. With refpeft to the lines which 
produced thefe verfes, Mr. Pope, in hh letter to Lord 
Hervey, vol. 8. p. 196. abfolutely difclaims any in- 
tention of applying them to Lady Montague. " In 
•* regard (fays he) to the right honourable Lady, 
<* your Lordfliip's friend, I was fo far from defign- 
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Who can believe, whe view the bad and good, 
That the dull copi'ft better undcrftood 

F 3 Th^t 

•< ing a perfon of her condition by a name fo dero- 
<« gatory to her as that of Sappho, a niime profti- 
** tutcd to every infamous creature that ever wrote 
<*verfe or novels. I proteil I never applied that 
«« name to her in any v^rfe of mine, publick or pri- 
** vate, and (I firmly believe) not in any letter or 
•* eonverfation." , What degree of credit thisaffeve- 
ration deferves muft be left to the reader's' determi- 
nation; only obferving, that Mr. Pope was not very 
fcrupulous in difowning a ch;^ra<fter when tfae opi- 
nion of the Publick was not in his favour. With e- 
qual, or more earneftnefs, he denied that the defcrip- 
tion of Timon's Villa was defigned to expofe that of 
a certain nobleman. In which particular, he has 
been unwarily given up by his Commentator, who, 
in the following note on thefe lines in the ediiion of 
175 If fcems to ^knowledge the faft. 

Anoth.«r age {hall fee the golden car 
Imbrown the dope, and nod on the parterre; 
Beep harvefts bury all his pride had plann'd, . 
And laughing Ceres re-affume the land. 

Moral EpistLEs IV. Verfe 172, 

" Had the poet livtd but three years Jojiger, h- 
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That Spirit, he pretends to imitate, 

Than heretofore that Greek he did tranflate ? 



! 



U 



Thine is juft fuch an image of ^/V pen. 
As thou thyfelf art of the fons of men : 
Where our own fpecies in burlefque we trace, *) r 

A fign-poft likenefs of the human race ; f 

That is at once refemblance and difgrace. • -^ i ^ 

■ 

Horace can laugh, is delicate, is clear ; 

You only coarfely rail, or darkly fnecr : 

Hs 

** had feen this prophecy fulfilled." It is to.be re- 
membered, that Canons were fgld about the time 
here fixed upon, and therefore this queftion will na- 
turally arife, What prophecy waj^ulfil led, if Mr. 
Pope had not that place in his mind while he was 
writing the before-mentioned Epiftle ? The Editor 
of his works, as if confcious that he had done no 
fervice to Mr. Pope's moral chara^er, by the above 
note, has fince altered it in the following manner : 
•* Had the poet lived three years lonj.^er he bad feen 
" h is ^^/^i-r^/ prophecy againji al It II- judged fnagntficefics 
^^ fulfilled in a very particular injiance^'* 
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His'ftyle IS elegant, his di<flion pure, 

WhiJd none thy crabbed numbers can endure ; 

Hard as thy heart, and as thy birlh obfcure. 

\i'he has thorns, they all on rofcs grow ; 
Thine like rude thiiUes, and mean brambles (how; 
Witb this exception, that tho* rank the foil, 
Weeds as they are they fceai produc'd by toil. 
Satire (hould, like a polifh'd razor keen. 
Wound with a touch, that's fcarcely felt or feen. 
Thine is an oyfter-knife, that hacks and hews ; 
The rage, but not the talent to abufe : 
And is in hate^ what Iwe is in the rtews. 
*Tis the grofs /«/?of hate, that ftlll Annoys, 
Without dillindlion, as grofs love enjoys 2 
Neither to folly, nor to vice confin'd ; 
The obje<a of thy fpleen is human kind; 
It preys on all, who yield or who rcfift ; 
To thee 'tis provocation to exift. 

But 
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But if thou feed ♦ a great and generous heart,. 
Thy bow is doubly bent to force a dart. 
Nor dignity nor innocence is fparM, 
Nor age, nor fex, nor thrones, nor graves rcver'd. 
Nor only juftice vainly we demand. 
But even benefits can't rein thy hand ; 
To this or that alike in vain we truft, ~ ', 

Nor find thee Ufs ungrateful than unjuft.. 

Not even youth and beauty can controul 
The univerfal rancour of thy foul i 
Charms that might foften fuperftrtion's rage. 
Might humble pride, or thaw the ice of age. 
But how (hould'il thou by beauty's force be mov'dt 
No more for loving made than to be lov'd I 
It was the equity of righteous heav'n, 
That fuch a foul to fuch a fofm was giv'n ; ^ 

And 

* Sec Taste, an Epifile, 
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And (hews the uniformity of fote, 

That one fo odious (hould be born to hate. 

When God created tbec» one woukl believe^ 

A 

He faid the fame as to the fnake of Eve ; 

To human race antipathy declare* 

'Twixt them and thee be cverlading war. 

But oh ! the fequel of the fentence dread» 

And whilft you hruife tbiiricel, biwarc your hcadi 

Nor think thy weaknefs fliall be thy defence^. 
The female fcold's protedion in ofBence. 
Sure 'tis as fair to beat who cannot fight*. 
As 'tis to libel thofe who cannot write* 
And if thou draw'il thy pen to aid the law. 
Others a cudgel, or a rod, may draw. 
If none with vengeance yet thy crimes purfue*. 
Or give thy manifold affronts their due ;. 



^ 
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If limbs unbroken, fkln vvithout a (lain, 

Unwhipt, unblanketed, unkickM, unflain ; 

That wretched little carcafe you retain : 

The reafon is, not that the world wants eyes ; 

But thota'rt fo mean, they fee, and they defplfe r 

When fretful porcupine^ with rancorous will, 

From mounted back fhoots forth a harmlefs qaill^ 

Cool the fpedlators (land $ and all the while, 

Upon the angry little monfter fmile^ 

Thus *tis with thee :— while impotently fafe,. 

You ftrike unwounding, we unhurt can laugh.. 

Who but tnuft laugh ^ this bully *when he fees ^ 

A puny infeil Jhiv^ ring at a breeze ? 

One over-matchM by ev'ry blaft of *windi 

Infulting^ and provoking all mankind- 



Is this the thing to keep mankind in awe^ 
7o make thofe trembk *i»)ho efeape the lam) ? 
Ps this the ridicule to live fo long, 
The deathle/s fatire, and immortal Song F 

*. No: 
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Ko4 like the felf-blown praife, thj fcandal flies ; 
And, as we're told of wafps> it ftiugs and dies. 

If none do yet return th' intended blowy 
Tou all your fafety to your dullnefs owe : 
But whiift that armour thy poor corps defends, 
^Twill make thy readers few, as are thy friends 4 
Thofe, who thy nature loath'd, yet lov'd thy art, 
Who lik'd thy head, and yet abhor'd thy heart ; 
Chofe thee, to read, but never to converfe, 
And fcorn'd in profe, him whom they priz'd in verfc. 
Even they fliall now their partial error fee, 
Si'iall flipn thy writings like thy company ; 
And to thy books (hall ope their eyes no more, 
Than to thy pw'rfon they wou'd do their door. 

Nor thou the juftice of the world difown. 
That leaves thee thus an out-caft, and alone ; 
For tho' in law, to murder be to kill, 
In equity the murder's in the will : , 

Then 
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Theu wbilft wich coward hand you dab a name* 
Aud try at leaftt'affaffinatc our fame ; 
Like the firft bold affadins be thy Jot, 
* Ne'er be thy guilt forgiven, or forgot ; 
But as thou hat'-ft, be hated by mankind; 
And with the emblem, of thy crooked mind/ 
Mark'd on thy back, like Cain, by God's own hand^ 
Wander, like him> accurfed through the land. 
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EPISTLE 

T O 

LORD B — . 

TTOW happy you ! who variecl joys purfue ; 

And every hour prefents you fdmething new ! 
Plans, fchemesy and models, all Falladio's art. 
For fix long months have gain'd upon your hearfj 
Of colonnades, of corridores you talk. 
The winding ftair-cafe and the covered walk ; 
You Wend the orders with Vitruvian toil, 
And raife with wond'rous joy the fancy'd pile : 

G 2 But 
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But the dull workman's (low performin|; hand 
But coldly executes his lord's command. 
With dirt^nd mortar foon you grow difpleas'df 
Planting fucceeds, and avenues are raised. 
Canals are cut, and mountains level made ; 
Bowers of retreat, and galleries of (hade ; 
The fli.iven turf prcfents a lively green ; 
The bordering flowers in myftic knots are fcen : 
With fluJied art on nature you refine ■ ■ - 
The fprlng beheld you warm in this defign, 
E'ut fcarce the cold attacks your favorite treeSy 
Ycur inclination fails, and wiihes freeze : 
Yen quit the grove fo lately you admir'd ; 
With other views your eager hopes are fir'd. 
Pod to the city you dired your way ; 
Not blooming paradifc cguld brib^ yoyV fta j i 
Ambition fhews you power's brighteft fiJe, 
*Tis meanly poor in folitude to hide : 
Though certain pains attend the cares of ftatCi 
A good man ©wcs his country to be great; 

Should 
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Should a<ft abroad the high-di(lingui{hM part» 

Or (hew at lead the purpofe of his heart. 

With thoughts like thefe the {hining courts you feek | 

Full of new proje^s for almoft a week : 

You then defpife the tinfel glittering fnare ; 

Think vile mankind below a ferious care* 

Life is too ibort for any dcftant aim $ . 

And cold the dull reward of future fame : 

Be happy then, while yet yon have to live ; 

And love is all the blefling heav'n can give. 

Pir'd by new paffion you addrefs. the fair ; 

Survey the opera as a gay parterre : 

Young Cloe's bloom had made you certain prize. 

But for a fide-long glance from Celia's eyes : ^ 

Your beating heart acknowledges her power ; 

Your eager eyes her lovely form devour ; 

You feel the poifon fwelling in your breaft. 

And all your foul by fond defire pofFefs'd. 

In dying fig^s a long three hours are pad ; 

To fome afiembly with impatient ba(le» 

G 3 With 
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With trembling Jiopc, and doubtful fear you movc> 

Reiblv'd to tempt your fate, and own your love :" 

But there Belinda meets you on the (lairs, 

Eafy her fliape, attradling all her airs ; 

A fmile (he gives, and with a fmile can wound ; 

Her malting voice has mufic in the found ; 

Her every motion wears refiftlefs grace ; 

Wit in her mien, and pleafure in her face : 

Heie while you vow eternity of love, 

Cloe and Celia unregarded move. 

Thus on the fands of Afric's burning plains. 
However deeply made, no long imprefs remains ; 
The flighteft leaf can leave its figure there ; 
The ftrongeft form is fcattered by the air. 
So yielding the warm temper of your mind, 
So touch'd by every eye, fo tofs'd by wind ; 
OK ! how unlike the heav'n my foul defign'd ! 
Unfeen, unheard, the throng around me move ; 
Not wiQiing praife, infenfiblc of love : 

No 
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No whifpers foften, nor no beauties fire ; 
Carelefs I fee the dance, and coldly hear the lyre/ 

So numerous herds are driven o'er the rock ; 
No print is left of all the palCng flock : 
So fiDgs the wind around the folid ilone : 
So vainly beat th^: waves with fruitlefs moan. 
Tedious the toil, and great the workman's care, 
Who dare attempt to &x iuapreflions there : 
But (hould fome fwain more ikilfnl than the reft, 
Engrave his name upon this marble breaft, 
Not rolling ages could deface that name ; 
Thro' all the dorms of life 'tis ftill tiie fame : 
Tho'Icngth of years with raofs may Ihadc the ground. 
Deep, though unfeen, remains the fecret wouad. 
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[epistle 

FROM 

^ ARTHUR GREr, the Footman, 

After his Coodcmnatloa for attesftinf a Rapc* 
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F & O H 

JRTHUR GRET, the Footman f. 

After his Coodemnation for attempting a Rape. 

TJ E AT), lovely nymph, and tremble not to reac?, 

I have no more to wifh, nor you to dread : 
I a(k not life, for life to me were vain. 
And death a refuge from fevcrer pain. 

My 



f This man was footman to a gentleman, whofe 
daughter, a married lady, he attempted to ravifh. 
It appears by his trial, that he went into her room 
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My only hope in thefe lad lines I try ; 
I would be pitiedy sind I then would die. 



Long had I liv'd as fordid as my fate^ 
Nor curs'd the dediny that made me wait 
A fervile flave : content with homely food. 
The grofs inftindt of happinefs purfu'd : 
Youth gave me fleep at night>and warmth of b]ood«« 

Ambition 

about four o'clock in the morning, armed with a pif- 
tol in one hand, and a drawn fword in the other ; 
and advancing to the bed-fide, threatned to murder 
her if (he made any noife. Upon afking him what 
he meant by coming into her chamber in fuch a 
manner, he replied, that he intended to ravifh her, 
for that he had entertained a violent love for Ker a 
long time, but as there was fo great a di£Ference be* 
tween their fortunes, he defpaircd of enjoying his 
.wi{hes by any means but force. After fome refif- 
tance, the lady wrenched the piftol from his hand, 
(he having laid down the fword) and rung the bell ; 
upon which he ran away. He was indited and 
convi«5led of a burglary, at the Old Bailey, in Decem- 
ber 172 1, but the fentence was not executed, for he 
was reprieved, and afcerwards tranfported. 
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Ambition yet Iiad never touchM my bregft ; 
My lordly mafter knew no founder reft ; 
With labour healthy, in obedience bleft. 
But when I iaw— — oh! had I never feen 
That wounding foftnefs, that engaging mien ! 
The mi& of wretched education fliesi 
ShacbCy feafp de&rei defpair and love arifei 
The new creation ef thofe beauteous eyes. 
But yet that love purfu'd no guilty aim, 

' Deep in my heart I hid the fecret ftame. 

I never hop'd my fond xiefirb to tell^ 
f' And all my wiflies were to ferve you well. 

Heav'ns! how I flew^when wing'd by your commaxidi 
And kifs'd the letters giv'n me by your hand. 
How pleas'dy how proud, how fond was I to wait» 
Prefent the fparkling wine, or change, the place I 

- How when you fung my foul devoured the foundt 
And ev'ry fenfe was in the rapture drown'd ! 
The* bid to go, I quite forgot to move $ 
— <— You kocwnot that ftupidity was love ! 

H But 
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But oh !\he torment not to be exprefs'd. 

The grief, the rage, the hell that firM this breaft, 

When my great rivals, in embroidery gay, 

iS^tc by your fiJe, or led you from the play I 

I dill coii:rivM-near as I coufd to (land, 

(The flaoibeau trembling in my fhalcing hand) 

I faw, or thought I faw, thofe fingers prefs'd. 

For thus their paffion by my own I guefs'd| 

And jealous fury all ray foul pofTefsM, 

Like torrents, love and indignation meet. 

And raadnefs would have thrown mc at your feet. 



Turn, lovely nymph (for fg I would have faid) 
Turn from thofe triflers who make love a trade ; 
This is true paffion in my eyes you fec^ 
They cannot, no — —they dnnot love like me. 
Frequent debauch has pall'd their iickjy tafte, 
Faint their defirci and in a moment pad : . 
They figh not from the heart> but from the brain ; 
Vapours of vanityi and ftrong champagne. 

Too 
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Too dull to feci what forms, like yours, infpirc, 
After long talking of their painted Ere, 
To fome lewd brothel they at night retire ; 
There pleasM with fancy'd quality and charms^ 
Enjoy your beauties in a firumpet's arias. 
Such are the joys thofe toafters have in view» 
And foch the wit and pleafure they purfue : 
- 'And 18 this love that ought to merit you ? 
Each opera-night a new addrefs begun. 
They fwear to thoufands^ what they fwcar to one. 
Not thus I figh — but all my fighs are vain — 
I>ic» wretched Arthur^ and conceal thy pain : 
n^is impudence to wifii, andmadnefs to complain. • 

Fix*d on this view, my only hope of eafc» 
r waited not the aid of flow difeafe : 
The keeneft inftruments of death I fought^ 
And death alone cmployM my lab'ring thought. 
This all the night— when I remember well, 
Th& charming tinkle of your morning bell 1 

H 2 Fir'd 
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Fir'd by the foundi I haftenM with yoar teay 

With one laft look to fmooth the darkfome way.— • 

But oh ! how dear that fatal look has coft ! 

In that fl>Dd moment my refolves were loft* 

Hence all my guilt» and all your forrows rife-^ 

I faw the languid foftnefs of your eyes ; 

I faw the dear diforder of your bed ; 

Your cheeks all glowing with a tempting red ; 

Your night-cloaths tumbled with refiftlefs grace; 

Your flowing hair play*d carelefi down your face» 

Your night* gown faden'd with a fingle pin | 

—Fancy improved the wond'rous charms within ! 

I fix'd my eyes upon that heaving breaft» 

And hardly, hardly I forbore the reft ; 

Eager to gaze> unfatisfy'd with fight, 

My head grew giddy with the near delight 1 

— Too well you know the fatal following night i 

Th* extremeft proof of my defire I give. 

And flncc yoa will not love, I will not live. 

Condemned 
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ConA^maM bj youj I wait the righteous domo> 
Carelefs and fearlefs of the woes to come. 
But when you fee me vrzvts in the wind^ 
My guilty flame extind, my foul refign'd> 
Sure you may pity what you can't approve^ 
The cruel confequence of furious lore. 
Think the bold wretch^ that could fo greatly dare. 
Was tender, faithful, ardent, and fincere : 
Think when I held the piftdl to your breaft, 
Had I been of the world's large rule poflefs'd, 
That world had then been yours, and I been bleft! < 
Think that my life was quite below my care, 
Nor fear'd I any hell beyond defpair. ■ 

If thefe refledlionsi though they feize you late, 
Give (bme compaflion for your Arthur's fate ; 
Enough you give, nor ought I to complain; 
You pay my pangs, nor have I dy'd In vain. 

H 3 A N 
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ANSWER 



T O A 

LOVE-LETTER. 

T S it to me, this fad lamenting drain ? 

Arc heaven's choiceft gifts bcftowM in vain ? 
A plenteous fortune, and a beauteous bride, 
Your love rewarded, gratify*d your pride : 

Yet leaving her 'tis me that you ptirfue 

Witjiout one (ingle charm, but being new. 
How vile is man ! how I deteft their ways 
Of artful falfhood, and defigntng praife ! 

Taftcleft, 
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Taft clefs, an eafy happincfs you flight, 

Ruin your joy, and mifchief your delight. 

Why ihould poor pug (ihe mimic of your kind). 

Wear a rough chain, and be to box confin'd i 

Some cup, perhaps, he breaks, or tears a fan, 

While roves unpunilh'J the deftroyer, man. 

Not bound by vows, and unredrain'd by fhame, 

In- fport you break the heart, and rend the fame*. 

Not that your art can be fuccefsful here, 

Th' already plunder'd need no robber fear: 

Nor £ghs, nor charms, nor flatteries can move^ 

Too well fecur'd againft a fccond love. 

Once, and but once, that devil charm'd my mind^ 

To reafon.deaf, to obfervation blind ; 

I idly hop'd (what cannot Jove perfuade \\ 

My fondnefs cqual'd, and my love repay'd ;. 

Slow to diftruft, and willing to believe, 

Long hufli'd my d6ubts, and did myfelf deceive ;. 

But oh 1 too fpon this tale would ever laft ;. 

Sleep, fleejimy wro.ng's, and let me think 'cm paft.. 

For 
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For you, who mourn with counterfeited grief, 
And a(k fo boldly like a begging thief. 
May foon fome other nymph infli(9; th^ pain, 
TTou know fo well with cruel art to feign. 
Tho' long you fported have with Cupid's dart, 
ITou Qiay fee eyes, and you may feel a heart. 
So the brifk wits, who ftop the evening coach, 
Laugh at the fear which follows their approach ; 
With idle mirth, and haughty fcorn defpife 
The pafienger's pale cheek, and daring eyes : 
But fcizMby juftice, find a fright nojeft, 
And all the terror doubled in their bread. 
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ELEGY 



ON 

M^«- THOMPSON. 

T TNHAPPY fair ! by fatal lotre betrayM I 

Muft then thy beauties thus untimely fade i 
And all thy bloomingy foft, infpiring charms^* 
Become a prey to death's deArudlive arms ? 
The* ihort'thy day, and tranficnt like the wind, 
How far more bleft than thofe yet left behind ! 
Safe in the grave, thy griefs with thee remain ; 
And life's tempeftuous billows break in Tain. 

I 2 Ye 
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Ye tcQcler nymphs in lawlefs paftimes gay^ 

Who hcedlcfs down the paths oFplcafurc ftray i 

Tho' le^pg fecurcy with blifsful joy elate, 

Yet paiUe, and think of Arabella's fate : 

Fos^lph may be your unexpe^ed doom, ^ 

And your next pleafures lull you in the'tomb. 

But let ft hf the mufe's gentle care 

To (hield from envy's rage the mould'ring fair: 

To draw a veil o'er faults (he can't defend ; 

And what prudes have devour'd, leav^ tioic to end : 

Be it her part to drop a pitying tear, 

And mourning figh around thy fable bier. 

Nor fhall thy woes long glad th' ill natur'd croud, 

Silent to pr«iife, and in detra^ion loud: 

Whcn^candal, that thro' life each worth deftroys. 

And naalice that inibitters all our joys, 

Shall in fome ill ftarr'd wretch find later (lains ; 

And let thine reft, forgot as thy remains. 

IN 



IN ANSWER 

TO A LADY, 

WHO ADVISED RETIKJMENT. 
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IN ANSWER 



TO A LADY, 



WHO ADVISED RETIREMENT. 



XT'OU little know the heart that you advife j 
I view this various fcene with equal eyes: 
In crowded courts I find myfelf alone, 
And pay my 'worfhip to a nobler throne. 
Long fince the value of this world I know ' 

Fity the madnefs, and defpife the fhow : 
,Well as I can my tedious part I bear, ' 

And wait for ray difiniffion without fear. 

Seldom 



mm 
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Seldom I mark mankind's detefted ways. 
Not heariDg cenfure, nor a£Fedi]^pftii(ef 
Andy unconcerned, my future (late I tru& 
To that fole being, merciful and juft« 
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Mrs. BO WES. 
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DEATH 



O F 

Mrs. BOWES. 

Written extempore on a card, in a great 
deal of company, Dec. 14, 1724. 

T TAIL happy bride, for thou art truly bled ! 

Three months ofraptirre, crown'd with cnJ- 
lefs reft. 
Merit, like yours, was heaven's peculiar care; 
You lov'd — yet tafted happinefs fincere. 
To you the fwcets of love were only (hewn, 
The fure fucceeding bitter dregs unknown ; 

You 
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You had not yet the fatal change depiorMj 

Tfic tender lover, for the imperious lord :v 

Kor felt the pain that jealous fondnefs brings ; 

Nor felt the coldnefs, from poiTeffion fpcingft. 

Above your fex^ didingulHi'd in your fate^ 

You trufted — yet cxpericnc'd no deceit ; 

Soft were your hours, and wing'd«rithpleafure flew; 

No vain repentance gave a figh to you : 

And if fuperior blifs heaven can beftow', / 

With fellow angels you.enjoy it now. 
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Written in a GARDEN. 
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VERSES 



Written in a GARDEN. 



O E E how that pair of billing doves 

With open murmurs own their loTes'; 
And heediefs of cenforious eyes, 
Purfue their unpolluted joys : 
No fears of future want raole.ft 
The downy quiet of their ncft ;. 
No int'reft join'd the happy pair, 
Securely bleft in Nature's care, 
While her dear dilates they purfue : 
Eor c«nftancx is nature too. 

H ^ Can 






112 MONTAGU E*S 

Can all the dodlrine of our fchoolsi 
Our maxims, our religious rules. 
Can learning to otir lives enfure 
Virtue fo bright, or blifs (o pure ? 
The great Creator's happy ends, 
Virtue and pleafure ever blends : 
In vain the church and court hare tryM 
Th' united cffence to divide ; 
Alike they find their v^ild mi&ake, 
The pedant pricft, and giddy rake. 



A H Y M N 

TO THE- 

M O O N. 

Written in Jult, in an Arbor. 
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A HYMN 

T O T H E 

MOON. 

Written In Jult, in an Arbor, 

»TnHOU filvcr Deity of fecret night, 

Dircft my fooiftcps thro* the woodland fhadc ; 
Thou confcious witnefs of unknown deh'gkt, 
The lover's guardian, and the mufes aid ! 
By thy pale beams I folitary rove, . 

To thee my tender grief confide ; 
Serenely fweet you gild the filent grove, 
My friend, my goddefs; and my guide. 

E'en 
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E'en thee, fair queen, frx)m thy amazing height, 

' The charms ef young Endymion drew ; 
VcllM with the mantle of concealing night ; 
With all thy greatnefs) and thy coldnefs toiK 
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EPILOGUE 

TO 
MARY, C^uEEN of SCOTS. 
I Deiiga'd to be fpoken hj Mrs Oldtiild. 
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E PI L O G U E* 

T O 
MARY, Q^UEEN of SCOTS. 

DcfignM to be fpoken by Mrs. Oldtield. 

"TXT HAT could luxurious woman wiflx for mere, 

To fix her joys, or to extend her pow'r ? 
Their every wifli was in this Mary feen, 
Gay, witty, youthful, beauteous, and a queen^ 

Vain 

♦ This Epilogue was intended for a Play on the 
Story of Mary Queen of Scots, which the Duke of 
Wharton beg«<u to write, but never finifhed. No 
part of the Play now remains, but thefc four lines; 
Sure were I free, and Norfolk were a prifoncr, 
I'd fly with more impatience to his arms, 
Than the poor Ifraclite gaz'd on the ferpentf 
When life was the reward of every look. 

Walpole's Catalogue, vol. IL p. 134, 
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Vain ufelefs blefHags with ill condudb joinM i 
Light as the air, and fleeting as the wind- 
Whatever poets write, and lovers vow. 
Beauty, what poor omnipotence haft thou ! 

Queen Befs had wifdom, council, power, and laws; 
How few efpous'd a wretched beauty's caufc ! 
Learn thence, ye fair, more folid charms to prize $ 
Contemn the idle flatt'rcrs of your eyes. 
The brighteft obje<ft fhincs but while 'tis new : 
That influence lefTens by familiar view. 
Monarchs and beauties rule with equal fway, 
All drive to ferve, and glory to obey ; 

Alike unpiticd when dcpos'd they grow 

Men mock the idol of their former vow. 

Two great examples have been (hewn to-day. 
To what fure ruin paffion does betray ; 
Whj|t long repentance to fliort joys is due ; 
When reafon rules, what glory muft enfue. 

If 
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If you will love, (ove like Eliza then ; 
Love for atnufement, like thofe traitors, msQ. 
Think that the paftime of a ieifure hour 
She favoured ofc — but never fiiar'd her pow'r. 

The traveller by defart wolves purfu'd, 
If by his art the favage foe's fubdu'd, 
The world will ilill the noble adt applaud, 
Tho* vidory was gain'd by needful fraud. 

Sach is, my tfsnder fex, our helplefs cafe ; 
And fuch thebarbarous heart, hid by the begging face 
By paffion fir'd, and not withheld by (hame, 
They cruel hunters arcj we trembling game. 
Truft me, dear ladies, (tor I know 'cm well) 
They burn to triumph, and thcy.figh to tell : 
Cruel to them to yield, cullies to them that fell. 
Believe me, 'tis by far the wifer courfe, 
Superior art fhould meet fuperior force : 
Hear, but be faithful to your int'reft ftill : 
Secure your hearts — then fool with whom you will. 
L ABALLAD. 



:«3eM 



Jis^ 



) 

I 

I 



,r**»«**«**)«**«^****** 



BALLAD. 
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BALL A D. 

To the Tune of, T^e IrtJIo Hcmf. 

t* 

•Tn O that dear nymph, whofe powerful name 

Does every throbbing nerve inflame, 
(As the foft found I low repeat 
My pulfe unequal meafures beat) 
Whofe eyes I never more fhall fee, 
That once fo fwcetly ftiin'd on thee ; 
Go, gentle wind 1 and kindly bear 
My tender wiffics to the fair. 

Hoh, ho, ho, &c 
L 3 2. 
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Amidft her pleafures let her kno\¥' 
The fecret anguifh of my woe. 
The midnight pang, the jealous heU« 
Does in this tortured bofom dwell : 
While laughing flie» and full of play. 
Is with her young companions gay ; 
Or hearing in fome fragrant bower 
Her lover's figh, and beauty's power. 

Hoh| hO| ho> Ice 



Loft and forgotten may I be ! 
Oh may no pitying thought of me 
Diflurb the joy that (he may find. 
When love is cro\^nM, and fortune kind : 
May that blefs'd fwain (whom yet I hate) 
Be proud of his diftinguilh'd fate : 



Each 
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Each happy night be like the firftj 
And he be blefs'd as I am curs'd. 

Hohy ho, ho^ &c. 



'While jn thefe pathlefs woods I firaj^ 
And lofe my foUtary way ; 
Talk to the ftars, to trees compIain» 
And tell the fenfelers woods my pain : , 
But madnefs fpares the facred name» 
Nor dares the hidden wound proclaim ; 
Which fecret rankling, fare and flow. 
Shall clofe in endlefs peace my woe. 

Hoh) bo> ho, ke. 



When this fond heart (hall ake no more. 
And all the ills of life are o*er ; 
(If gods by lovers prayers are mov'd 
As every god in heav*n has lov'd) 

Inftead / 
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Inftcad of bright Elyfian joys. 

That unknown fome thing in the (kies^. . 

9 

In recooipenceofall mypain> 
The only heaven I would, obtain,. 
May I the guardian of her charms 
Fxeferve that paradife from harms. 

Hoh« bo, bo, ko. 
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The L O V E R: 

A B A L L A D. 

To Mr. C 






The L O V E R: 

A BALLAD. 

To Mr. C — : 



A T length, by fo much importunity prcfsM, 
Takcy C — , at once the inflde of my bread. 
This ftupid indiflPrence fo often you blame, 
Is not owing to nature, to fear, or to fhame : 
I am not as cold as a virgin in lead. 
Nor is Sunday's fermon fo ftrong in my head : 
I know but too well how time flies along, 
That we live but few years, and yet fewer are young. 

II. 
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But I hate to be cheated, and never will hnj 
Long years of repentance for moments of joy. 
Oh ! was there a man (but where (hall I find 
Good fcnfe and good-nature fo equally joinM ?) 
Would value his pleafure, contribute to mine $ 
Not meanly would boaft, nor lewdly defign. 
Not over fcvere, yet not ftOpidly vain, 
For I would have the power, tho' not give the p 

III. 

No pedant, yet learned ; no rake-helly gay, 
Or laughing, becaufe he has nothing to fay ; 
To all my whole iex obliging and free/ 
Yet never be fond of any but me ; 
In public preferve the decorum that's juft. 
And (hew in his eyes he is true to his truft ; 
Then rarely approach, and refpedfully bow. 
But not fulfomcly pert, nor foppiffily low. 
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IV. 

But when the long hours of public are pad, 
And we meet with champagne and a chicken at lafl^ 
May every fond pleafurci that momcat endear ; 
Be banifh'd afar both difcretipn and fear ! 
Forgetting or fcornlng the airs of the crowd, 
He may ceafe to be formal, and I to be proud, 
*Till loft in the joy, we confefs that we live. 
And he may be rude, and. yet I may forgive. 

V. 

And that my delight may be folidly fix'd, 
Let the friend and the lover be handfomely mix'df 
In whofe tender bofom my foul may confide, 
Whofe kindnefs can footh me, whofe counfel can 

guide. 
From fuch a dear lover as here I defcribe, 
No danger fhould fright me, no millions fiiould bribe; 
But till this aftonifhing creature I know^ 
As I long have liv*d chafte, 1 will keep myfelf fo. 

M VL 
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VI. 

I nerer will (hare with the wanton coquet» 

Or be caught by a vain afte<5tation of wit. 

The toaftcrs and fongftcrs may try all their art^ 

But never ftiall enter the pafs of my heart* 

I loath the lewd rake* the drefs'd fopHng defpife ; 

Before fuch purfuer$ the nice virgin flies : 

AndasOviD has fMctly in parable told, 

We harden like trees, and like rivers grow cold. 



* 



THE 



THE 

LADY'S RESOLVE/ 

Written extempore- on t Wlndoir* 
M a 






T H E 



LAD YV RE so LYE. 



Written extempore on a Window. 

XXT H IL S T thirft of praife,.and vain deftre of 

fame. 
In every age, is every woman's aim ; 
Wich courtihip pleased, of filly toallcrs proud, 
Fond of a train, and happy in a crowd ; 
On each' poor fool bcAowirg fome kind glance. 
Each conqueft owing to foine loofe advance $ 

M 3. While 
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While vain coquets afFedl to be purfuM^ 
And thiuk they're virtuous^ if not grofsly lewd : 
Let this great maxim be mj rirtue's guide ; 
It\ part fhe is to blame that has been try'd*^ 
He comes too near that comes to be deny'd* 






T H E 
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THE 



GENTLEMAN'S i\NSWER. 
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Let this great maxim be my adions guide» 
May I ne*cr hope, though I am ne'er deny*d $, 
Nor think a woman wouy that's willing to betry'd. 






A MAN in LOVE* 




f 



'I. 
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A M A N in L O V E. 



U Homme qui nefi trouve Jt^int isl nefctrouvera jamais* 

'np HE man who f;cls th-e dear difcafe, 
Forgets himfclf, negledls to plcafc : 
The crowd avoids and feeks the groves, 
And much he thinks when much he loves ; 
Prefs'd with alternate hope and fear» 
Sighs in her abfence, fighs when fhe is near. 
The gay, the fond, the fair^ the young, 
Thofe trifles pafs unfeen along ; 

To hira a pert, infipid throng. 

But moH he fhuns the vain coquet ; 

Contemns her falfe affeded wit: 

N The 



1^6 MONTAGUE'S 

The minftrels found, the flowing bowl 
Opprefs and hurt the amorous foul* 
*Tis folitudc alone can pleafe, 
And give fome intervals of cafe. 
He feeds the foft diftcmper there, 
And fondly conrts the diftant fair; 
To balls, the filent (hade prefers. 
And hates alt other charms but hers. 
When tlius your abfent fwain can do, 
Molly, you may believe him true. 
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RECEIPT. 

« 
To Ctire the 

V A P O U R S. 

Written to Ladjr J — 'N. 

I; ' 

"TXT Hr will Delia thus retire. 

And idly languift life away i 
While the fighiiig crawd admire^ 
'Tis too (uon for, barifhorn tea.: 

N 3s ILAH' 
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IL 

All thofe dirmal fook^ Md fmting 

Cannvt Damon's life reftore ; 
Long ago the worms have cat him. 

You can never fee him more. 

III. 

Once again confult jout toilette. 
In the glafs yoar face review : 

So much weeping foon will fpoll it, 
And no fpring your charms renew. 

IV. 

I, like you, was born a woman. 
Well I know what vapours mean : 

The difeafe, alas ! is common ; 
Single, we have all the fpleeo* 

V. 

All the morals that they tell us. 
Never cur'd the forrow yet i 



<:hufc. 
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Chufe, among the pretty fellows, 
One of honour, youth, and ^vit. 

VL 

Prithee hear hiro every morning 

At the leaft an hour or two ; 
Once again at night returning — 

I believe the dofc will do. 
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THE 

F I F T H O D E 

O P 

H O R A C E 

IMITATED. 






THE 

FIFTH ODE 

HORACE 

IMITATED- 

T^OR whom arc now your airs put on, 

And what new beauty's doom'd to be undone? 
That carclefs elegance of drefs. 
This efTcnce that perfumes the wind^ 

Your very motion does confefs 
Some iccret conqueft is defign'd. 

Alas! 
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Alas ! the poor unhappy mald» 
To what a traixv of iiis betray'd ! 

What fears, what pangs Ihall rend her bread; 
How will her eyes diifolve in tears ! 

That now with glowing joy is blefi'd, 
CharmM with the faithlefs vows (he hears. 
So the young failor on the fummer fea, 
Gaily purfues his deftin'd way : 

. Fearlefs and carelefs on the deck he ftands^ 
Till fudden (lorms arife and thunders roll ; 
In vain he cads, his eyes to didant lands, 
DiHra^ing terror tears his timorous foul. 
For me, fecure I view the raging main. 
Pad are my dangers> and forgot my pain : 
My votive tablet in the temple (hews 
The monument of folly paft ; 

I paid the bounteous god my grateful vows. 
Who fnatch'd from ruin, fav/d me at the lad. 

FAREWELL 



FAREWELL 



T O 



BAT H. 






FAREWELL 

TO 

B A T H. 

rnriO all you ladies now at Bath> 
And eke, ye beaus, to you. 
With aking heart, and watry eyes, 
I bid my lad adieu. 

Farewell, ye nymphs, who waters fip 

Hot reeking from the puraps, 
While mufic lends her friendly aid. 

To cheer you from the dumps. 

O 2 Farewell, 
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Farewell, ye wits, who prating ftandp 

And criticiife the fair ; 
Yourfel ves the joke of men of fcnfe. 

Who hate a coxcomb's air. 

Farewell to Deard'sj and all her toys, 

Which glitter in her (hop, 
Deluding traps to girls and bays, 

The warchoufe of the fop. 

Lindfay^s and Hayes's both farewell. 

Where in the fpacioos hall $ 
With bounding fteps, and fprightly air, 

I've led up many a ball. 

Where Somcrville of courteous mcin, 

Was partner in thfe dance. 
With fwimming Haws, and Brownlow blithe, 

And Britcon pink of France. 

Poor 
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Poor Nafli, farewell 1 may fortune fmile, 

Thy drooping foul revive, 
My heart is full, I can no more — 

John, bid the Coachman drive* • 






03 TO 



hVHh^^m^PfiH)i^^f>f^'^^m'^\'i^ 



T O 



CLIO. 



)>ii^yit^'/tsf-:fiiK/aiiM&a\fii<ihAf*A 






T O 



I o. 



Occafioned by her V e k s e s oa 
FRIENDSHIP. 

"T TT H I L E, Clio, pondering o^er thy lines I roll, 
Dwell on each thoughti and meditate thy 
foul, 
Methinks I view thee, in fome calm retreat, 
Far from all guilt, diftradlion and deceit ; 
Thence pitying view, the thooghtlcfs fair and gay^ 
Who whirl thej^ lives in giddinefs awajr* 

Th©ncfr 
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Thence greatly fcorning what the world calls great, 
Contemn the proud, their tumults, power and date. 
And deem it thence inglorious to defccnd 
For ought belowi but rirtue and a friend. 
How com'ft thou fram'd, fo different from thy fex,> 
Whom trifles ravifh, and whom trifles vex ! 
Capricious things, all flutter, whim and fliow. 
And light and varying as the winds that blow. 
To candour, fenfe, to love, to friendfliip blind, 
To flatterers, fools, and coxcombs only kind I 
Say whence thofe hints, thofc bright ideas came^ 
That warm thy breaft with friendfl^ip's holy flame t 
That clofe thy heart againft the joys of youth. 
And ope thy mind to all the rays of truths 
That with fuch fweetnefs and fuch grace uivite^ 
The gay, the prudent, virtuous, and polite. 
As heaven iufplres thy fentiment divine, 
May heaven vouchfafe a friendfliip worthy thine ; 
A friendfliip, plac'd where eafe and fragrance reign. 
Where, nature fways us, and no laws rcftrain. 

Where 
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"Wliere ftudlous leifure, profpe5:s uncohfia'd, 
And heavenly tnufing lifts the afpiring mind. 
There with thy friend, may years on years be fpent, . 
la blooming health, and, ever gay, content ; 
There blend your cares with foft affuafive arts, 
There footh the paffions, there unfold your hearts ; 
Join in each wiHi, and warming into'love, 
Approach the raptures of the blcft above. 



A* 

C A V E A T 

TO THE 

FAIR SEX. 



T 



I 






CAVEAT 

T O T H E 

F A I R S E X, 

"CTT I F E and Servant are the fame. 

But only differ in the name ; 
For when the fatal knot is ty'd. 
Which nothing, nothing can divide ; 
When fhe the word ob^y has faid, 
And man by law fupreme is made,. 
Then all that's kind is laid afide, 
And nothing left but (late and pride : 
Fierce as an Eaftern prince he grows, 
And all his innate rigour (hows ; 

F » Then 



172 



MONTAGU E'S 



Then but to look, to laugh, to fpeak. 
Will the nuptial contra^ break. 
Like mutes, (he figns alone muft make. 
And never any freedom take : 
But Aill be governM by a nod^ 
At.d fear htfi^ hufbaod as her goid : 
. tiim ftilj muft ferve, him ftill obey. 
And nothing adl, and noting- fay» 
But what her haughty Urd tjiinjcs fit. 
Who with the power, has all the wit* 
Then {hxm, Q %& t^ wff^^4 ft»fie». 
And all the fawning fl«tt»rtjri^ h»Ce & 
Value yourfelves ; an4= mea diti^ift^ 
You muft be projudy if yQu'U bci wtfii. 



VERSES 



h^m^^A^m^^A\^>AW:^^'Pmh'^H\^H 



' V E R S E S 



Wiitten in the Ghiafk at Pera, overlooking 
Conftantinople, December 26, 1718. 



v^)^t)^ihmim4i^ftimi^M^hzKMi- 
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* Written in the Chiaflc at Pera, overlooking 
Conftantinoplc, December a6, I7i8« 



d^ I V E me, great God I faid I, a little farm, 

In fummer fiiadyy and in winter warm ; 
Where a clear fpring gives birth to murm'ring brooks> 
By nature gliding down the mofly rocks. 
Not artfully by leaden pipes convey'd. 
Or greatly falling in a forced cafcade^ 
Pure and unfully'd winding thro^ the (hade. 
AH- bounteous Heaven has added to my prayer 
A fofter climate, and « purer air. . 

. Our 
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Our frozen Til; now chilling winter bindsy 
Deform'd by rains, and rough with blafting winds ;: 
The withered woods grow white with hoarj froft^ 
By driTing (lorms their rerdant beauty^ loft ;. 
The trembling birds their leafl^fs covert fliun. 
And feek in diftant climes a warmer fun : 
The water nymphs their filent urns deplore, 
Eir*n Thames bcnumb'd's a river now no more : 
The barren meadi no longer yield celight. 
By glift'ring fnows made painful to the fight. ■ 

Ifere fummer reigns with one eternal fmile». 
Succeeding harvefts blefs the happfy foii. 
Fair fertile fields, to whom rndulgent Heaven. 
Has ev*ry charm of ev'ry feafon given ; 
No killing cold deforms the beauteous' year. 
The fpringing flowers no coming winter fear. 
But as the parent Rofi decays and dies. 
The infant buds with brighter colour rife, 
And with frefh fweets the mother's fcent fupplies. 
Near them the Fio/et graws with odours bicft, 
And blooms in more thau Tyrian purple drefl ; 

The 
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The rich Jonquils their gokkn beams difplay. 
And fhine in glory's emulating day j 
•phe peaceful groves their verdant leaves retakii 
The dreams ftill murmur, undefil*d witk rain. 
And tow'ring greens adorn the Iruitfiil plain* 
The warbling kind uninterrupted fing, 
Warm'd wkh enjoyment* of perpetual' fpring. 

Here, at my window, I at oncefurVcy , 

The crowded cit^.jind refounding fea. ; 
In diftant vie.wsrthe AJutn mou«taxiM tii^y 
And lofe their faowy fummits tu tbe ikie»$ 
Above thefe nMumtauu proad Olymputlom^tin^ 
The parliamental (tat o£ heaTenly powers* 
New to the fight, my ravifh'idl eyes admire 
Each gilded crefcent and each antique iipire, 
The marble mofques, beneath whefc ample domes. ! 
Fierce MrzrVxkt fultans fleep in peaceful tombs ; 
Thofe lofty (Irudures, onee the Chriftians boaft. 
Their names, their beauty^ and their honours loft ; 

Thofe 
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Thofe altars bright with gold and fculptare grac'dy 
Bj barb'roua zeal of favage foes defac'd ; 
Sophia alone, her ancient naaae retains, 
Th*' unbelieying vows her £brine profanes ; 
Where holy (aints haye died in facred cells. 
Where monarchs pray'd the frantic Dervifc dwells,. 
How art thoufalPni imperial city » low ! 
Where are thy hopes of /^0;»<j;i glory now I 
Where are thy palaces by prelat«f9rais'd ? 
Where Grecian artifts all their (kill difplay'd. 
Before the happy fci^nces decayM ;. 
So vady that youthful kings might here refide. 
So fplendid, to content a patriarch's pride ; 
Convents where enaperori profefs*d of old, 
There labour'd pillars that their triumphs tolJ ;. 
Vain monuments of them that once were great,. 
Sunk undi(lingui(h^d by one common fate; 
One little fpot the tenure fmall contains, 
Qf Grefik nobility the poor remains*. 

Where 
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Where other Helens^ with like powerful charms, 
Had once engaged the warring w rid in arms; 
' Thefe names which royal anceftors can boafty 
In mean mechanic arts obfcurcly loft ; 
Thofc eyes a fccond Hunter might infpirei 
'Tix'd at the loom deftroy their ufclcfs fire ; 
Griev'd at a view which ftruck upon my mind 
. The fhort liv'd vanity of human kind. 
In gaudy objeA I indulge my fight. 

And turn where Eaflernpomp gives gay delight ; 

See the vaft train in various habits dreft 

By the bright fcimitar and fable veft, 

The proud vizier diftiaguiih'd o'er the reft $ 

Six flaves ya gay attire his bridle hold, 
^ His bridle rich with gems, and ftirrups gold ; 

His fnowy fteed adorn'd with coftly pride, 
i Whole troops of foldiers mounted by his fide, 
' Thefe top the plumy creft Arabian courtiers guide. 

With artful duty all decline their eyes, 
' No bellowing fliouts of noify crowds arifc ; 

Silence^ 
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Silence, in iblemn ftate» the msirch attends, 
Till at the dread divan the flow procefllon ends. 

Yet not thcfc profpeds all profufely gay. 
The gilded navy that adorns the lea, 
The rifing city in confuti^a fair, 
Magnificently form'd irregular; 
Where woods and palaces at once Afrprire, 
Gardens (>d gardens, domes on domes arife. 
And enUlefs beauties lire the waAdring eyes; 
So footh my wiihes, or fo charm my mind. 
As this retreat fecure from human kind. 
No knave's fuccefsful craft does fpleen excite. 
No coxcomb's tawdry fplendor (hocks my fight; 
No mob-alarm awakes my female fear. 
No praife my mifld, nor envy hurts my ear, 
£v'n fame irfelf can hardly reach me here; 
Impertinence with alt her tattling train, 
Fair-foundinfr fl^ttery^'s delicious bane ; 
Cenforious folly, noify party-rage. 
The thoufand tongues with which (he muft engage; | 
Who dares have virtue in a vicious age. 
FINIS. 



